A molt oytull donge, made inthe behalte of all her Mlaieſtics 


faithifull and louing Subiects: of the great ioy, which was made in London. at the taking ol the late ma, 


0 C . — * n . . 
traytetous Conſpirators , which ſought oportunity to kyll her Maieſty, to ſpoyle the Citric, and by ſotiaignc invaſion te ouerrun the 
Realme:for the which haynous Treaſons, fourteen of them haue ſuſſred death on the: &. z. of Sept. Alſo,a derettarion avant the Cotten 


tors, and all tlicit Contederates,giuing God the pray ſe for the ſafe preſeruation of her naieſty, and ti ci ful un on Avo, Die. 
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To the tune of : O man in deſperation, 


nglichmen with Romiſh tarts, what Deuil doth bewitch pou, 
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hy is pour ductie ſo ſozgot, vnto peur Ropall Quearne, 


That pou your [auth and pꝛomiſe bycale, © viperous bzwde vnclœne. 


'cFc be Cod who knew your thought, and brought yeur treaſon out; 
Am your de rucion now hath wicught that made vs ſo in doubt. 
Foꝛ if you might haue had your willes to make ycur bicudie dap. 
C3 ap a wizowe and katherleſle chulde, had then cryed well awarx. 


gany a Citis had beene ſockt, whoſe houſes had beenc firde, 

Vea, many a Pere had loſt his ite, thi ſe fru:ts you all deſirde, 

Bit now ſourtene of pou baue fclt,that death you haue deſerued, 
And God in merete) from your hands, our pꝛinte and vs pꝛeſerued. 


And would you {xc your Countries ſpoyle, your ether end yerr Nurſe, 


Chat foſtred you and bꝛought vou vp, what treaſon may be wuꝛſe⸗ 
Thy is pour falſc and peyſoned harts, ſurpꝛiſed with ſuch hate, 
That you mult needcs by fozraignc power, ſuppꝛeſce your happy ſkate, 


Ty do pou beare ſuch foliſh loue vnto the Ranges of Nome, 

bat you wu ſorke werte Englands ſpoyle. and Pꝛinces deadly dome, 
ns thinz rac paur deuillich turne in this your deadlp strike, 

Dat cuch tot ble 6 peur god Que e, and her te reaue of life, 


Do pou net 1 ov there is e Gad, that guides her night and dap, 
Ao dotb reacale her foes attempts, and bꝛings them to decap, 
O wi-ked men with Ergers harts, nap Henſicrs J ſhould lay, 
That likes to ſpoyle ſo god a Queenc,as none the like this day. 


Ver tender loue, pꝛotures ycur hate, her merete males pou bolde, 
Her gentle ſufte raunce of your pꝛide.pꝛeſumptuous vncontrolde, 
Doth make you to ſoꝛget rour Cod, pour ſclues and ducties all, 
CUhercby vou bend pour buſie bꝛaines to miſchicfe and to thꝛall. 


nud ron not who her highnes ir: Ring Venries daughter dere, 
he mightieſt Ponarche in his dapes, oꝛ hath bene many a yore: 
She is our Pbꝛince and ſoneraigne Queene, annointed by Gods grace, 
To ſet foꝛth his molt ſacred woꝛd, his enimies to deface, 


Dane you not holy ſer ipures read, how byꝛds with fluttering winges, 
A Traptours thought they will betrap againſt annoynted Kinges, 
God will no ſecret treaſon hide, againſt a wicked Pꝛince, 

Much moꝛe, foꝛ ſafcty of the god, their focs he will conuince, 


Tycrcfo:c you cruell cankred crue, why ſeeke pou miſchiefe fill, 
Fo2 to attempt with violent handes,Gods choſen ſoꝛ to kill, 
1)0w dare pou once in hollow hart, thinke ill of ſuch a Queerne, 
Thom God himſelte doth fanour ſo,as like was ncucr lene, 


I)au? pou ſuch wicked hateful! hartes, in thirſting after b!od, 

That with falſe ludas pou can beare, two faces in one hode: 

To often hath her Maieſty behelde without miſtruſt, 

The ontwarde miles ot Crokadiles, whoſe harts were melt vniuſt. 


O liuing Loꝛd who would ſuppoſe that vnder veluets fine, 

Such cankred poyſon ſhould be hid, as hath beene found this time. 

Is this the pꝛecious faithfull fruite, which doth from Papilts ſp2ing? 
Are theſe the woꝛnes whereby they thinize Odds Ringdome fo; to win- 


Is not their grerdie thirſting thꝛoates pet Catiſfied with blod⸗ 
Then as it ſtreamde downe Paris ſtreets, much lilic to & ylusflod. 
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ſcx'ic the ſpoyle of P21nce and Reale. line Traptoꝛs moſt vntrue. 
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The names 
ot Vi}. trat-« 
fros u biche 
wer ezecu- 
ted on the 
xx, ot Sep- 
tembet be- 


lohn Bal- 


ard ſeme - 
nary Peieſt, 


Antnonye 


Babyn groan | 


E{quier, 


Aire cre, 


Che4torck 
TichLurnc 


Etquier. 


Charles 

Triney 
E:quier, 

Edward 
Abigton 
Etquicr, 


The next 
day tollow 
0g thele 7, 


Thomas 
Sall bury 
Eſquiet. 


Henty Dun 
gent. 


— — 


Edward 
lhones 
Elquier. 


IohaTraws 
gent, 


lohn Chir- 
nocke gen. 


©! arc they nat yet dꝛonke enough. in cuatfing bie botries, 
But loke they fo2 a ſecond dꝛauatt ion; vs Coli th forics, 


p 
By bim all Ginges and Paneer ra or giuce them liſc and barath, 
Ve hath ſet vp and will maintain Quan Liizaberh, 


The ſecret dꝛift end il intent, cher late bateſull fees, 

Unto all faithful! @ubiccts ior cg, the Loꝛd did well diſcloſe. 

Pea many Cray'eꝛs falſe of faith. thꝛoi ch his meſt miabti power, 
Are taken in moſt happy tunc, and ſent vnto the che. 


Ahicy happy ſight 2 all to ſe, did glad eche Subicct true, 
And manr thouſonds ranne apace, thoſe Caytincs vile to vicbwe. 
Ahom When the pecple did eſpie, they crycd lowte and ſh2yll, 


There goe the Qraytozs falſe of faith, which ſought cur Auenc to kill. 


lohn © * 


Qicre goe toe wꝛetched wicked ener, her Citie meant fo ſpeylo, 
And murther all her Citizens, but now they haue the fople. 
There goe the enumes of the Nealme, did thirke to overrunne 
Au Cigland:; to let in the Pope, but now Gevs will is done. 


Ood ſent them now their due deſerts, as they in hart cenſpyꝛde. 
To tance awap 9ur gracious Quene. and Citie to haue de. 
God graunt we neuer line to fir, that diſmall day to haue. 

Apo Pico our nebie Qucene and Realm, and cke her Citic foauc 


And thus the people (hill did cry, both men and women all, 
And childꝛen pong dio ſhout alowde, and ZTraptozs Traytoꝛs call. 


Vca thouſands trudging to and fro, to mete them ſtill did runne, 


And ſome ſtode faſting; all the dap, till that day light was done. 


To lix theſe Travtozs faken ſo, their harts for top did ſpꝛing. 
And to declare this perſect toy, lemme ranne the Belles to ring. 
The Belles I ſav did bꝛauely ring. that day and all the night, 
And thꝛoughout ſtatelp London ſtrœtes reiorced cucry wight. 


And when the day was paſt and gone, and that the night dꝛewe nere, 
The wozthy Citizens n:anp a one, pꝛepared their god cheare, 


And Bondkypꝛes did they merelp malic, th:ongh all the ſticetes that time, 


And in the ſtreetcs their Cables ſtode, pꝛeparet bꝛaue and fine, 


| 
They came foncther gladly all. and there did mery wake, 
And cane God thankes with charcfull hates, ſo: Qreene El:zaler!?:s ſake. 


Jn ſolempne Pſalcs they ſung full ſwerte, the pꝛayſe cf Cod on hre, 
Who now and cucr kapcs our Quene from DTraytors yoorny., 


But when our noble gratious Avene, did vnderſtand this thing, 
She wait a letter pꝛeſently.and ſealdit u th Fer Ueing. 


| A Letter ſuch of ropall lone, unto ber @rubicetcs ci cs, 
That moucd them frem watry eres, te ſed lee: topfuli reares, 


| O noble Queene without ccompare,cur herts deth blad ſor wor, 


T3 — To thinke that Engliſhmen ſhould ſorite, thy lite to oucrthꝛoec. 


Robert 
Gage gent. 


leremie 
Bellaniy 
gent. 


— 


Wy 


But here wee humbly do yꝛoteſt.oh nracione Queue to thee, 
That Londoncrs will bc loyall Nill, whillt lite in them thatl be. 


And all that would not gladly ſo,ſpend fozth their deareſt bloode, 

God giue to them a ſhamefull ende, and neuer other a cod, 

And Loꝛd with hart to thee we pꝛav, pꝛecrue our neble Qucne, 

And ſtill confound her hateſull ſoes as they baut al waves bone, 
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